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AN EERIE 
E-MAIL 


I hurried home after a long day at work. 
I was so tired that my whiskers were 
DVROOPING. All I wanted to do was relax in 
my favorite COPLEY chair. 
Don't get me wrong — I wasnt planning 
JONG at the walls all night. I had 
brought home some work to do. But I wanted 
to do it calmly, in peace and quiet. No 
ringing phones. No doors slamming. 
And no coworkers yelling at one another! 
Sorry, | haven’t introduced myself. My 
name is Stilton, QYexondmoe Chilton. Vm 
the publisher of The Rodent’s Gazette, the 
most Fa@M®USE newspaper on Mouse Island. 


I 





AN EERIE E-MAIL 





It was already late and I was as tired as a 
rat being chased by a cat. But | really wanted 
to write a nice article about the city I live in. 
I 





; my city! 

I turned on my laptop and looked at 
PHOTOG of all the places, buildings, and 
statues that make New Mouse CITY a 


F:-ANT-ASTIC place to live. 





AN EERIE E-MAIL 





My sister, Thea, took all the photos. 
She’s a special correspondent for 
the newspaper. I checked out | 
PHOTOG of the port, City Hall, 
Singing Stone Square, the 
Statue of Limburger . . . and 
then I yawned. I was so Sleepy: 








AN EERIE 


I looked at the\clock. It was ten 
fifteen! , 

“Time to hit the sack!” I exclaimed, 

As I put on my pajamas, | 

remembered something — I hadn't 

checked my e-mail in hours. So I typed 

in my password and saw a new message 

pop up on my screen. 


It was from my friend CREEPELLA VON 
CACKLEFUR! I turned as PALE as a slice of 
Swiss cheese. There is absolutely nothing 
relaxing about CREEPELLA. 


The e-mail read: 





AN EERIE E-MAIL 





There was a file attached. It was Creepella’s 
latest novel. You might know that she lives in 
ysterious Valley. Ail her books are 
about CR FE PY creatures, like vampires, 
mummies, and monsters. They are TRAY ling, 
chilling tales! 
My tail twitched in fright ~~~ > 


before I even read the first 





word. But | was very curious, 
so I opened the file. Then I \ 
read the book all the way ‘ 
through, and it was so good 
that I couldn't stop thinking about it! Soon 
the rays of the cheddar-y 
peeking through my window, — 
“What a STRANGE story,” | whispered. 
Then the doorbell rang. I was GROGGY 
from not sleeping, and I’stumbled to the door 


Sun Were 


and opened it. 


AN EERIE E-MAIL 





“Good morning, Uncle Geronimo. Are 
™\. you ready yet?” It was BENJAMIN, 
y \ my favorite nephew, with his friend 

|.) Bugsy Wugsy.! | 
/ had promised to have /~ gam 
breakfast with them! / + 
“H©LEY CHEESE! 
I’m late. Give me a second,” | 
called as I ran into my room. I 








dressed so quickly that my heart 
was p8ynqing like | was a mouse caught in 
a trap. 

When | was done, | found Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy looking at Creepella’s story. 
They read it in no time. 

“It’s a strange story... but awesome!” they 
exclaimed, 

“Do you REALLY think so?” I asked, 
straightening my tie. 





“Absolutely!” Bugsy Wugsy replied. 

“You have to publish it IMMEOIATELY. 
Uncle Geronimo!” Benjamin added. 

I decided to take their advice. So I present 
to you now the athazifs, breathtaking 
new story by Creepella von Cacklefur! 

It’s called: 


THE RETURN OF THE VAMPIRE, 
| hope you'll like it as much as Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy did. 
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i THE RETURNor 
THE VAMPIRE 


STORY AND ILLUSTRATIONS B' 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR 





LATE-NIGHT 
VISITOR 


The clock struck midnight. The residents of 
Cacklefur Castle were S2OTING peacefully 
in their beds, dreaming deliciously “7 
nightmares, when . 


- * ‘ 
1, 4 


The deep sound of a funeral bell broke the 
tomb-like silence in the Aa castle. 
Creepella von Cacklefur woke up with a 
start. The doorbell! 

Her pet bat, Bitewing, was hanging 4dIsdN 
NMO” from her bed canopy. He opened one 
eye, annoyed. 
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THe Lare-Nicur Visrror 
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This fine, Creepella jumped out of bed, 
put on a purple silk robe, and hurried out 
of the room, 





> vould it be 
“ 4, his hour? 


WW The Lare-Nicur Vistror 


In the hall, she almost 
BUMPED into her niece, 
Shivereen. 

“Who could it be, Auntie?” 
Shivereen asked with a yawn. 


"ONG Done DONG 


“I don’t know, but this visitor is more 
persistent than a hungry MOSQUITO!” 
Creepella replied, running down the stairs. 

The rest of the von Cacklefur family had 
already gathered in the Great Hall. Only 
Grandpa Frankenstein was missing. He was 
in his underground . : 
working on one of his unusual new inventions. 
The middle of the Itsy was his favorite 
time to work. But even without Grandpa 
Frankenstein there, the von Cacklefurs were 


still the most BLZARRE of all the 


Or 2 TNR 





Tue Lare-NicHr Visrror 






bizarre families in 

Mysterious Valley. 

“It can't be a guest 
at this time of night!” 

f/f _ exclaimed Boris von 
~ Cacklefur, CREEPELLA’S 
father. He wore his pajamas and a nightcap. 

Boneham, the butler, was the only one not 
wearing Wrinkied pajamas. He was dressed 
in his perfectly ironed UNIFOMT. 

“True,” Boneham agreed. 
“This is a very Inappropriate 
time for a courtesy call!” 

Everyone stared at the 
‘| OOIRE Creepella stepped 
forward, holding her breathe \ 

Then she opened it. A strange NU 
SHAD 0 PP fell across the 














doorway. 
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THe Lare-Nicur Visiror 





“| hope you have a good reason for 
disturbing me!” he said grumpily. “I was 
making a new potion out of MUMMY'S 
BREATH.” 

When he saw the late-night guest, he 
POZE in place for a moment. 

Then he ran toward the vampire and gave 
him a great big 

“Well, rattle my bones! | can’t believe my 


eyes. Is it really you?” 





VAMPIRE 
TROUBLES 


Grandpa Frankenstein hugged the vampire 
again and then turned to his family. 


“May I present FRANCO FANGCLEY. an 


expert on tomato juice and an old friend!” 
he said proudly, “Oh, the MISGHIEF the 
two of us used to get into!” 

The SAD look came over the vampire's 
face again. Grandpa Frankenstein LOOKED 
him over from his pointy fangs down to his 
pointy shoes. 

“My friend, you look rather GLAVOWANY 
and not your usual ghostly, ghastly self,” A 
said. “What’s wrong?” 
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WY VAMPIRE TROUBLES 


With a loud SIGH, Franco began his tale. 

“Do you remember Castle Marinara, my 
home?” he asked. 

“Of course! up ia's Frankenstein 
replied. “I'll never forget the SpPlene 
evenings we spent playing Steal the Suauiils 


in pil plead halls. Is the place still 


panes sniffled loudly. “It would be,” he 
pana. “if it weren't entered by strange 
ie ears perked up. 
“What did you say? Monsters 
and ghosts in a vampire’s 
castle? This would make an 
/ asfoviiding article for The 
Shivery News. Maybe | could 
even get a new book out of it!” 
“The only astounding thing about it is the 
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amount of trouble | 
those creatures 
cause!” Franco 





exclaimed. “They 
play one PRANK after 

another on me. They fill my casket 
with bread crumbs. They 
spread cream = 








cheese on the 
floor to make 
me slip. And 
yesterday they 
switched my tomato 
juice with bottles of garlic tea!” 
Creepella’s trouble- | 
making nephews, Snip 





Ip J - | 
and Snap, started taking C4) enh 
notes. “Those are really a | i os 
NOESOUG tricks!” they said. | 
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f Vamprne TROUBLES 


“My castle is truly 
BEAUTIFUL,” 
() the vampire continued. 
“But if this goes on, I'll 
| mS) be forced to leave it. 
Can you help me?” 
Creepella nodded. “You 
came to the right place. We von 
Cacklefurs always help those in need. We 


now have d new mission: F FE 
VAMPIRE ee 


“Can I be part of the mission, Auntie?” 
asked Shivereen. 

“Of course!” Creepella replied. “You and 
Bitewing can be part of the team, along with 
Grandpa and me.” 

Grandma Crypt LOOKED concerned. 

“Dearest, don't forget to bring WaQ@rm 
clothing,” she told Creepella. ‘ Getic Marian 
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\ Here We Come! 


Creepella bounded up the stairs leading to 
her room. Bitewing Fla Ped his wings 
around her head, complaining all the way. 

“Why do I have to come?” he whined. “I 
don’t like the COLD and 1 really hate 
snow!” 


dee Creepella knew the best 






way to convince her pet 

bat to do something he 

didn’t want to: She tossed 
him a piece of swamp- 
worm GaRd4. He caught it 
and swallowed it in one gulp. 


Cn Bre 


MonsTeRs, Here We Conse! 3 


“Yummy! Fine! I'll go! I'll go! I'll go!” he 
screeched. 

Creepella grinned and entered her room. 
“The first step ina WYSTERIWS MISSIN 
like ours is to get the right equipment!” 

She opened up DES he. the huge 
walking, talking cabinet that held her clothes 
and gave her fashion advice. 

“Castle Marinara is at the foot of Vampire 
Peak, a very SNOWY mountain,” declared 
Wardrobe. “Therefore, | suggest a coat of 
ram’s WOQL. Dyed purple, of course.” 

Creepella put on the coat and combed her 
long hair, which was as black as midnight. 
Then she brushed the shimmering scales 
of a green lizard on her eyelids. Finally, she 
applied shiny lip gloss made from the 


drool of a Siberian toad. Her talking MIRROR 


gave her a compliment. Vi} ut 
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Monsters, Here We Come! 


it said. “What's today’s 
mission?” 
“Save the VAMPIRE: 
she replied. 
Downstairs, she found 
the rest of the mission 
team waiting by the door. 
Grandpa Frankenstein was 
carrying a small Bac. 
“What's in the bag?” 
asked Shivereen. 
“This is my latest invention,” he replied 
proudly. “The BRPRLEME 
“The B.P.L.M.?” Shivereen asked. 
“Lhe Pas of Besky Pittic Monsters!” 


Grandpa Frankenstein explained. “Besides 
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Gorgo, many smaller monsters live in our 
moat.” 
Creepella nodded. “It’s said that they all 


have special abilities, but no one has ever 


seen them.” 
“Until today!” chuckled Grandpa, patting 


the bag. “But never mind that. Let’s get ° 


> moving! Don’t worry, you'll get to see them 
all at the right time!” 









ee 


R” 


Monsrens, Heng We Come! 


fi 


The team left the Ce sJoLa 
Franco Fangley saw Creepella’s car, 
VOTADDD apa 17 OO OMVeiiieemia 


first time since he had arrived, 











si ONS: 


THE MISSION 





Billy Squeakspeare couldn't fall asleep. As 
usual, the NOISY ghosts me So in the 
mansion were keeping him ate, 
Finally, he gave in, got dressed, and went 





into his office. Since he couldn't 
sleep, he decided he might 

as well answer some of 
his POG. 

On the top of the 
pile of letters on 
his desk was a blue 

ENVELOPE! Inside 
was an ad for a 


snowy vacation. 


‘\ 
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” BILLY-WILLY Jorns THE MISSION 





“A yacation in the snow is the LAST 
thing I need,” Billy said. “What | really need 
isa good. night’ sleeya without any ghosts!” 

The doorbell rang. 

“Who could it be at this hour?” Billy 
wondered with a 

He opened the door to see his friend 


Creepella, as BRIGHT EYED and 


bushy tailed as ever. 
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BiLLY-WiILLy Jorys THE MISSION ~ 


“Hi, Billy-Willy! You're already dressed!” 
she said cheerfully. “Good boy! We're just 
starting on an exciting mission!” __ 

“Wh-what kind of MIJS'SIUIN2> Biny 
STYTTERED. 

“You'll soon find out!” Creepella promised, 
Before he could protest, she wrapped a scarf 
around his neck and peshed him into the 
car. Billy found himself sitting next to a 
mouse he had never seen before. 

“Glad to meet you,” said Franco, “I’m 
Franco Fangley, VAMPIRE. 

Poor Billy Fainbe« on the spot. 

“Oh, no, did I scare him?” Franco asked. 

“Actually, Billy-Willy scares easily,” 
Creepella explained. 

Billy slowly opened his eyes and noticed 
some large stains on Franco’s collar. 


oe 





Pr BILLY-WILLY Jots THE Mission 





“Are those r-r-red spots... B-B-BLOON? ‘ 
asked a terrified Billy. ° 

“Blood? No, of course not!” replied Franco. 
“It’s fresh t@@nate julce. | ama V.LTJ. of 
a very respectable level.” 

“A T.T.J, — of course,” Billy said, 
nodding. Then he whispered to Bitewing, 
“Wh-what is th-that?” 


Sil 





Franco started to tell his story. “A few months 
ago, I started hearing srangé noises in the 


castle,” he began. 

Shivereen took a BOB BESO out of 
her pocket and started taking notes. 

“Then I saw scary-looking AIGDOWG 
in every hallway,” Franco went on. “And then 
the strange noises became ROTTTFIC howls 
and shrieks!” 

“What kind of howls?” Creepella asked. 
“Sad, like the cries of a lonely werewolf? Or 


are they more like the SOROS of a hungry 
monster?” 
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: THE HAUNTED CASTLE 


They all stepped out onto the snow-covered 
ground in front of Castle Marinara. Cheddar- 
yellow streaks of tin i@ht were beginning 
to appear in the dark sky. 

Franco gasped. “I must go inside! Ii a 
FRAY of sunlight touches me, I'm done 
for! | will see you all tonight,” 

The vampire quickly Val 
inside the castle. The others stayed 
outside to admire the Frosty towe 

ff Castle Marinara. 

"TT 1WwWse TOowe»rs aAfe labumousels 

“remarked Shivereen, 


pointing o the stone (ANIS that 


docsenicd them. 





“Y-yes. T-terrifying!” Billy 


agreed, ducking behind 
eter ora fer 
Lo -* pict. 
“Let's move, Were not here on 
vacation!” Grandpa Frankenstein 
reminded them. “We've got 


Lt) find! E 





w THe Havwrep Castle 


Inside the castle, the furniture was covered 
with COBWEBS and dust. They walked 
down a hallway lined with old suits of armor. 

“How marvelous: Creepella exclaimed. 
“Isn't it beautiful, Billy-Willy?” 

“N-not exactly,” stammered Billy, shivering 
with fright. “Why are all the curtains closed?” 

“Because this is a vampire’s castle, of 
course,” answered Creepella. “No 
must enter at all.” pe a 
“H-how about a Llightbulb, Well 
then?” Billy suggested. He me 
wasn't sure if he could stay 
another minute in the 
CREEPY, dark castle. 

“T’ve got just what we 
need,” said Grandpa 
Frankenstein, rummaging 
through his bag. “Meet 
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SECRET PASSAGE 


Creepella pointed to the floor, where small 
Stat Lifall| | pawprints could be seen on a 
thick layer of dust. The prints were very far 
apart. 

“Wh-who do you think made those?” Billy 
asked. 

“Franco wears poipted shoes, so they can’t 
be his,” Creepella said thoughtfully. “Also, 
monsters and ghosts don’t leave pawprints. 
Just SLIME or EC Lopiasm, 

She took her cell phone from her pocket 
and flipped it open. 

“Who are you calling?” asked Shivereen, 
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P THE SECRET PASSAGE 


“Professor Cleverpaws, my former teacher,” 
replied Creepella. “Besides being an expert 
in hiding places, she also specializes in 
UN es ees, tracks, and general 
clues.” 

The phone rang twice and Professor 


Cleverpaws answered. 


\elleoeOOCOCOGeggggc\ 


she said cheerfully. 
“Good morning, Professor. This 
is Creepella.” 

“My favorite pupil!” said the 
professor. “Are you involved in 
another MYSTERY? Tell me, 

is that adorable scatedy-mouse 

still working with you?” 
Creepella glanced at the 
frightened Billy. 


Bie AE 





THE Secrer Passage 


“Yes, he’s here with me,” she replied. 
“We're lending a paw to a VAMPIRE whose 
castle is haunted, and we found some very 
strange pawprints.” 

“Send me a PH{)TE) with your phone,” 
Professor Cleverpaws instructed. “I'll take a 
look at them and get back to you as soon as 
I can.” 

“Thank you, Professor,” Creepella said. “I 
knew | could count on you!” 

She quickly snapped a photo and sent it 
off. Then the team continued to EXPLORE 
the castle. hes hallway led to a marble 

aiiraas? ‘ They climbed it and found 
themselves in the Portrait ppt 
Paintings of Franco's 
ancestors hung on the walls. 

“W hat | faces!” Shivereen said 
with admiration. 
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Creepella dragged Billy down the stairs. 
Glimmer’s soft light cast ghostly shadows 


on the moss-covered walls. — 


The stairs went down ... and down ae 


and down 

“D-don’t these stairs ever end?” Billy 
asked, catching his breath. 

“This is great exercise!” Creepella said. 
She took the bag from her grandfather and 
TOSSED it to Billy. “Here, carry this and 
you can work out your arm muscles, too,” 

Billy caught the heavy bag and LUGGED it 
down the stairs with a groan. 
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“Too much for you, Billy?” 
Grandpa Frankenstein asked. 
“Because I feel FANTAST I¢! 
I’ve got more @p@Ggy than a lightning 
storm! Just look at this!” 

He J UMprp down the last few stairs. 
His paws made a strange sound when they 
hit the floor. 
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“What an unusual sound! What did you 
hit, Grandpa?” Creepella asked. 

He aimed Glimmer’s light on the floor 
beneath him. 

“Well, rattle my bones!” he exclaimed. “It’s 


a WROBAWIE mace of iron!” 





“There’s a plaque on it,” Shivereen said. 
She read it out loud. 





“I’m sure these secrets hold the key to our 
mystery,” said Creepella. “We must open the 
door fmtmediately:” 

Billy shook his head doubtfully. “It won't 
be easy. Look at it! There’s a HEAVY iron 
CHAIN keeping the door shut.” 

“Grandpa Frankenstein chuckled. “A heavy 
chain? No problem!” He looked at Billy. 
“Please open my bag.” 

Billy obeyed, and Grandpa Frankenstein 
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—Tr’s a Trappoon! 


took out another little monster. This one had 
a long head and lots of very SHARP teeth. 
“This is | , my favorite 
little MONSTER,” ands said. “There's 
nothing he can’t cut with his sharp teeth.” 





He led the monster to the chain. Chopper 
chomped down, prea % the chain 


completely in half. 


\ 
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Cut that chain! 


THE SECRETS | 
> OF THE h 
SecRET RooM _ 


The smells of MOLD and MiLPew floated 
out from under the trapdoor. Glimmer’s light 
revealed a small, da rb room below. 

“C-Creepella, I think I'll wait for you here,” 
Billy said, taking a step back. “There must be 
a reason why there was a ch-chain on that 
door.” 

Creepella took the bag of monsters from 
him. “Fine, Billy, as long as you don’t mind 
being all {NLeNIE up here.” 

She headed down into the room, followed 
by Shivereen, Bitewing, and her grandfather. 
Billy looked around metvously and then 
hurried after them. 


ON 











THE SECRETS OF THE Secrer Room * 


cHOMp! 


Nothing happened. The lock was too strong 
for Chopper’s teeth. 

“Rattle my bones! That's odd!” exclaimed 
Grandpa Frankenstein. 

“Il can smell the stench of MYSTERY 


coming from that trunk!” Creepella said, 


excited. “We abSo lutely have to open it!” 
Her grandfather shook his head. “I know a 
way to open it, but it could be DANGEROUS.” 


he said. “Perhaps we should just walk away 
from it.” 

“We can't GIVE VP now!” Creepella 
insisted. “Franco is counting on us!” 

“Fine, but don’t say | didn’t warn you,” 
Grandpa said. “All right, everyone. Step 
baok!’ 


ON™ 91 NV 





THe SECRETS OF THE Secret Room 


He took a small box from his bag and 
placed it on the trunk. 

“What's in the box?” Shivereen asked. 

“Some dreadful little monsters,” Grandpa 
whispered. “They’re called i 4)61/4.+ 
They eat up everything in their path, =o 
they don’t stop until they’re Pit 


Four tiny bugs the size of ants chautbed, 
out of the box. At first, they didn’t move. 

Billy leaned in for a closer look. “They're 
just harmless little insects,” he said. “They 
don’t look so dread —” 
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NX Mysterious Cue ¢ 


It happened so fast that Creepella and the 
others couldn't believe their eyes. The 
ER. 3 ate the lock, then the trunk, 
and then everything that was inside it! 
Shredded HEGAEE danced in the air like 
confetti. 

Then all four Grinders began munching 
on Billy’s clothes. Once they were done with 
his jacket sleeves, they moved to his pants. 
Creepella SROOK Billy, but he didn’t wake 
up. 

“Grandpa, they'll sTOP before they 
actually FEA 7 on Billy, right?” Shivereen 
asked nervously, 
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\ Mysterious Ciur 


“Of course!” he replied. “Grinders love 
WOOD. metal, and other material. They 
don’t eat rodents. . . . At least, | think they 
don’t,” he added as the Grinders continued 


to munch and munch. 


Look at hose buds go! 





But they stopped eating just a few inches 
above Billy’s ankles. Finally full, they fell 
eee 
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! VY, E little ones. You've ad ees 
to eat for ah 
Billy SLOWLY opened one eye. “Wh-what 
ae to me?” 
Creepella held out a WSN to help him 


up. “The dreadful Grinders really liked you,” 


she replied. 

“Are they still f-free?” Billy stammered, 
looking down at his shredded clothes. 

“No, they're asleep,” she answered. 
“Unfortunately, they ate everything, includ- 
ing whatever was in that trunk.” 
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A Mysterious Ciur 


“Not everything!” Shivereen exclaimed. “I 


found a is (cHRIAIP, of paper!” | ook! 







Creepella took it and looked 
it over. 

“Hmm. I can make out 
two WORDS: Exclusive 
Resort,” Creepella said. 

Shivereen frowned. “That's 
‘ODD. There isn’t a resort 
in these mountains.” 

Before Creepella could comment, her cell 
phone rang, filling the room with a gloomy 
sound. 


“Hello?” Creepella answered 
her phone. 
“| figured it out, Creepella. 1 


know what left those pawprints. 
I’m sure of it! Beyond 

a BEDDOW or a doubt!” 

“Professor Cleverpaws!” 
Creepella exclaimed, “That’s 
WONDERFUL news. Please 
tell me what you know.” 

“The prints were made by a 
pair of stilts. the professor 
replied. “A rather old model, actually.” 

“Hmm, stilts,” Creepella said thoughtfully. 
“Shivereen, write that down!” 





Don’r PULL 
THAT Lever! 


“I’m very puzzled by the stilts,” declared 
Creepella after she hung up the phone. 

Grandpa stroked his whiskers. “I was just 
thinking of a thing. eae 

“A thing? What THING, Grandpa?” 
Creepella asked. 

“Thing? What thing, dear?” he answered. 

“You said you were thinking of a thing ze 
Creepella reminded him. 

He nodded. “Yes, of course. Now what was 
that thing again?” 

Creepella sighed. At times, her grandfather 
was more CONFUSED than a mouse in a 
Im aqZ]e) 
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: Don’t Putt THar Lever! 


“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “Let's try 
to solve this mystery. We haven't found the 
monsters that are hQ{h6rig Franco yet.” 

“Monsters! Of course!” Grandpa said, 
slapping his paw to his forehead. “We've 
been in this castle for a while now and | 
haven't even found the tiniest mmr that a 


monster is here. Not even a tiny 


SLIME: Or a shimmering $ : 


ectoplasm!” | 

“Maybe the MONSTERS clean up after 
themselves,” Shivereen suggested. 

“Or maybe what's actually happening —” 
began Creepella, but a loud “Gd ach!” 
interrupted her. 

Everyone turned to look at Billy, who had 
tripped and fallen FLAT on his back. He got 
up and looked down to see what had made 


him lose his AALAMEE 
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“I tripped on some kind of ILIB\IEIR,” he 
said, pointing. 

“Don't touch it!” 
Grandpa Frankenstein yelled. 

But it was too late. Billy was curious and 
had pulled the lever. The floor opened up 
and a swirling vortex swallowed the entire 
group. 





O-™ 61 NY 





eecced lity, 
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s he was being hurled through the vortex, 
Billy tried to hang on to 
something. His paw grabbed on to Bitewing’s 
foot! 

“Hey! Let go of me!” Bitewing screeched. 
But it was no use. The vortex carried all 
five of them through the dark passages of the 


Cast le. 





DANGERS 
AND TUNNELS 


Everyone screamed as the bottom of the 
vortex opened up and they started to PLUM 
through empty space. Then they crashed 
down — onto a soft velvety cushion. 


Poooott 


“What a deliciously temmiryine 
chuckled Grandpa, dusting off his shirt. 

“Can we do it again?” asked Shivereen. 

“Such a lovely Sef t landing!” commented 
Creepella. 
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DANGERS AND TUNNELS 


But Billy had landed on something pointy. 
“Th-this is getting dangerous,” he said, 
standing up. “Wh-where are we? And why 
are we on a mattress?” 


“There's nothing dangerous about where 
we are, Billy-Willy,” Creepella assured him. 
“We happen to be in the castle’s CRYPT. 
And this isn’t a mattress — it’s aii : 


Billy quickly jumped out of the coffin — 
and saw the pointy thing he had landed on. 


It was a SKULL 











DANGERS AND TUNNELS 


“Let's see. .. . Ah, yes! Rattle my bones! 
Here it is!” 

Grandpa walked toa NOM Ta sarcophagus 
leaning against the wall. He pushed on the 
Fangley family crest carved into it: a icy 
tomato. 

A BHOBEG DOME slid open on the bottom 
of the wall. Grandpa got on his knees and 
held up Glimmer. 

“It’s very low. We have to get down on all 


four paws,” he reported. 


They ctawted. and ckawbed until they 








DANGERS AND TUNNELS 





reached the bottom of a staircase. The stairs 
seemed to go up and up forever. 

“We can do it!” Creepella cheered. “Billy- 
Willy, you keep track of the steps as we 
climb.” 


Billy kept count. “... two hundred ninety- 
seven... puff... two ninety-eight, two 
ninety-nine...” 

Then Billy fell down, exhausted, on the 
last step — number three hundred. 

Creepella picked him up. “Come on, Billy- 
Willy. We're almost there!” 





OWL TOWER 


The stairs opened up to a wide Lalcony. 

“Wh-where are we?” Billy asked, huffing 
and puffing. 

i believe we're in the GWL TOWEN, 

e WIGYEST point in Castle Marinara,” 

Pies Grandpa Frankenstein. 

Billy nervously gazed over the railings. The 
sun was beginning to set, streaking the 
snowy landscape with shades of 6) “ and 


Shivereen happily pointed to landmarks 
in the distance. “Over there is Gloomeria, 


and Cacklefur Castle is that way,” she said. 
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“And Squeakspeare Mansion Mase 
is over there.” ' 

“It’s b-beautiful,” Billy 
admitted, shivering. The 
Grinders had chewed up his 
warmest clothes. “B-but I’m 
so c-cold!” 

SUDDENLY. Creepella let 
out a cry. “What's over there in 
the woods?” she asked, pointing. 

Several TRUCKS and other construction 
vehicles were parked among the trees 
surrounding the castle. 

“I had no idea that Franco was thinking of 
renovating Castle Marinara,” Grandpa said, 
scratching his head. 

Creepella squinted into the distance. “There's 
writing on the sides of the trucks,” she said. 
“But I can’t see what it says!” 
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“No problem!” exclaimed Grandpa. He 
took another little monster from his bag. 
“Everyone, meet Pe EPer 
Creepella picked up the tiny monster. It 
had two antennae, and at the end of each 
was a clear U9 lens. She held them in 
front of her face like poy (lars and looked 
at a truck. 
“Stan,” she read. “Stan Shadyfur.”” 
“Hmm. I’ve heard that name before,” 
muttered Billy. 

a). . Cteepella quickly dialed a 
“A @ ' number on her GELL PHOME. 
; “Creepella dear!” exclaimed 
Boris von Cacklefur at the 
other end of the line. “How is 

your MISSION going?” 


“Very well, Dad,” she replied. 


“Il have a question for you. 
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THE OWL TowER 


Have you ever heard of a businessrat 
named Stan Shadyfur?” 
“Of course!” he answered. 
“He’s the one who tried to 
take Cacklefur Castle away 


from us last year and turn it \ 
into a spa resort. He said 

our murky moat was perfect for 
relaxing MUD baths. He’s not a 


f 


very Aomedl rodent, if | do say so.” 

“Thanks, Dad,” Creepella said, hanging 
up. 

“I remember!” exclaimed Billy. “I saw that 
name in an ad!” 

“An ad for what?” Creepella asked. 

Billy frowned. “I can’t remember.” 

“OHOCOLATE-covered mosquitoes?” 
Bitewing suggested. 

“No, I don’t think so,” Billy said. 
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“Vacation in the snow,” Creepella repeated, 


TAPPING her paw thoughtfully. 


As the sky changed from pink to dark blue, 
Creepella began to pace across the balcony. 
She started off slo-wrhy and then walked 
faster and faster. 

Then her green @Y@S lit up. “I think I’ve 
got it!” she announced. “Shivereen, would 
you please read your notes?” 

Shivereen nodded and began to read out 
loud. 
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_ WHAT FRANCO HAS SEEN/HEARD 


- mysterious pranks 





- scary shadows 
- metallic shrieks 


~ WHAT WE HAVE FOUND IN CASTLE MARINARA 


- pawprints made by stilts a projector 
-a gramophone =a big sheet 


_ = a-scrap of pepe atc the words 
i _ FEechsive | Resort” 
- Trucks i in | the forest nearby with the name 
“Stan Shadyfur” on the side. (He's a suspicious 
| “rodent. who wanted to turn Cacklefur Castle into 
a spa. He i is also advertising for vacations i in » the 


Be 


snow) 
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VAMPIRE! 





Franco Fangley had not slept well at all, The 
bothersome monsters had filled his coffin 
with BRe@p CRumBs again, and he had 
te§Sed and turned 
all day. Finally, 
after dozing on 
_\ and off, he woke 
. ‘ by + up with a shriek 
YO as soon as the 
MOON rose. 
“ll go find my 
friends,” Franco 







muttered out loud. 
“I wonder if they were 

















OFF WITH 
THE SHEET! 


Creepella ran down the three hundred steps 
of the Owl. Tower and the rest of the team 
followed her. When they finally reached 
Francos room, an itdweiti) te sight was 
before them. 

Strange shadows Miteesy ss on the walls. 
Dreary music plaved. A GIGANTIC 
white ghost ne over Franco, The 
vampire held a pen in his shaking paws. 

- Creepella yelled. “Franco, 
put down that pen!” 

The vampire turned around in surprise. 
Creepella pointed at the ghost. 
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"Youre not fooling me, 
you she 
shouted. 

“Watch what youre 
saying, you meddling 
mouse,” the ghost 
said crossly. “| am 


j 7 woe } . 
‘Bate -ob and 


most 


J 


in all 


of Gloomeria!” 
- cs 


ra a oT 2 ee 
rim | 5 no Ei 
| iL: - - = a 
= a 


alertiwemrelvuciae 


Creepella and 
the others. As 
usual, Billy 
begar to 
Shiki iia 
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OFF WITH THE SHEET! 


“Creepella, maybe we should just leave Mr. 
€-ghost alone,” Billy suggested. 

“Billy-Willy, haven’t you figured it out yet? 
That's not a ghost,” she answered. 

“It isn't?” Billy asked. “But he’s white and 
! And then there are the horrible 
SOROS and the spooky GPE ADIDAS: 

Creepella went to the corner of the room 
and pulled aside a white cloth. 


“This will explain those SORWS and 
shadows!” she said. 
Under the cloth were the gramophone and 

















OFF WITH THE SHEET! “WH 


little monster that acts like a rope!” 

He twirled the monster in the air like a 
cowboy using a (A \©. Twister wrapped 
around Stan so that he couldn’t escape. 

Grandpa grinned. “And now, my dearesl 
granddaughter, please EXPLAIN how you 

solved this mystery to us!” 


e}) Nooo! 





“It's simple!” Creepella explained. “Like 
Franco said, Stan Shadyfur has been trying 
to buy Castle Marinara. But Franco wouldn't 
sell. So Stan decided the only way to get the 
castle was to get rid of its owner!” 

“Why did he want the castle?” Billy asked. 

“VAMPIRE PEAK is the only place in the 
entire valley where there is always SHOW,” 
Creepella said. “It’s the 1DE-1. place to 


Ie, Once exclaimed Shivereen. 
“That’s the “Exclusive Resort’ we found on 
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A FRIGHTENING FINALE 


“Thank you so much, my friends!” Franco 
said GRATEFULLY. “If it weren't for 
you, | might have lost my castle. This calls 
for a (easl!” 

He uncorked a special bottle of tomato 

juice, which he kept in a SECRET spot 
right next to his coffin. 
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While everyone was celebrating, Stan 
Shadyfur unwound himself from Twister 
and scurried away. Billy spotted him. 

“Stan is geffing away!” Billy cried. 

But the others weren’t worried. 

“Let him go. He won't come back,” 
Shivereen said with a chuckle. 








© A FRIGHTENING PINALE 


Creepella still had one question for the 
VAMPIRE. “Franco, when we got here, you 
were about to sign over your castle to the 
ghost. Did he really PRIGRT EN you that 
much?” 

Franco’s pale snout turned as ReE5D as 
tomato juice. “Well, a little,” he admitted. 
“But I was also thinking...” 

Grandpa patted his shoulder. “Tell us about 
~) it, dear friend.” 

ie The vampire sighed. “Well, 





you see, | really 

Castle Marinara,” he began. 

“It’s just that... sometimes 
| feel really lone y.” 

He sadly lowered his head. 
Everyone was silent for a 
moment. 
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A FRIGHTENING FINALE 


Grandpa Frankenstein’s eyes lit up. “Who 
says you have to be alone? | will leave you 
my BAG OF PESKY LITTLE MONSTERS! 
They'll keep you company.” 

“They're adorable little critters,” added 
Shivereen. “You'll see how much FF LDS 


you ll have with them!” 


“Just make sure you don’t wake up the 
Grinders,” Billy muttered under his breath. 























THE PERFECT PRESENT 






VON CACKLEFUR,” he announced. “It’s a 
bottle of tomato sauce from Castle Marinara!” 

Lucky us! Creepella had saved our 
dinner with the perfect present! 

The Pf2Z2aAS we made were truly 
delicious — except for the one we gave 
to Bitewing. He wanted his topped with 
meSquile jelly! 

















I. Oozing moat 


2. Dra wbridge 


3. Grand entrance 


b Moldy basement 


5. Patio, with a view 
of the moat 


—b. Dusty library 


DL. Room for unwanted 
quests 


@. Mummy room 
9. Watehtower 
10. Creaking staircase 


I]. Banquet room 


12. Garage (for 
antique hearses) 


|3. Bewitehed tower 


IF. Gard en of 


carnivorous Plants 
/5. Stinky kitehen 


|b. Crocodile pool and 
piranha tank 


I]. Creepellas room 


IS. Tower of musky 
tarantulas 


19. Bitewings tower 
(with ancique 
tontraptions) 





DEAR MOUSE FRIENDS, 
GOOD-BYE UNTIL 
THE NEXT BOOK! 





A mysterious old friend of Grandpa Frankenstein 
shows up one night on the doorstep of Cacklefur 
Castle. Hes a vampire ... and he needs the von 
Cacklefur family's help. His castle has been 
infested by troublesome monsters and ghosts. 
and he's afraid hell have to move out because 

of them. Yikes! It's up te Creepella and 

her family and friends to help this 

vampire save his home. 
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